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It was odd that soon after meeting these two people I should be
introduced in London to a young German named Friedrich who was a
relative of theirs. We were in a drawing-room, and I only caught the
name Friedrich when I sat next to a good looking, fair-haired, and
quietly spoken young man. He spoke perfect English and had been in
England for several years he told me.

"What part of Germany do you belong to?" I asked.

"Well," he answered, "I rather think I belong to every part of
Germany."

"And why are you living in England ?"

He glanced at me with a smile.

"Because I like living among civilised people. Germany under the
Nazis is not civilised."

It was later that I was told I had been talking to Prince Friedrich of
Prussia, grandson of the Kaiser. He refused to go back to Germany
when war broke out and was interned in Canada by Home Office
orders. A year or so before the end of the war he was allowed to return
to England where he worked on a farm in Herefordshire, living simply
with the farmer and his wife, and working hard. On the very morning
when I wrote these lines there appeared a report of his marriage at Little
Hadlam to Lady Brigid Guinness.

GURTOLROSEN
I made a speech in Berlin to a big audience among whom were
several Foreign Office officials. I began humorously with a study of the
differences between German and English character, making them laugh,
but presently revealed the dangers of the international situation as it
then existed and told them plainly enough that the peace of the world
depended on Hitler's keeping his pledges that the "era of surprises was
over" and that he had no further territorial ambitions.
It was von Hevel who came up to me afterwards, speaking angrily.
"You have said the most terrible things about Germany as though
you were handing us bouquets", he said.
It had been a great strain, and, perhaps, it was the caiise of an illness
which attacked me on the way from Berlin to Budapest.
My head felt on fire as though someone had seared it with red-hot
irons. Agnes was alarmed, and when I reached Budapest enquired for
a doctor at the Duna Pelota. I was recommended to a Jewish doctor and
when I went to see him in his consulting room he examined my head.